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passage to symbolize my abandonment of earthly
desire.
Finally after fifteen minutes of wandering in
the murky blackness, the closely-cropped scalp
of the little twenty-four-year-old nun ahead of me
emerged into the daylight of the entrance; We
had returned to the point froin which we started.
There had been no luck that day despite the holy
sambukyo sutras inscribed upon the walls and the
figure of //^5 god of roads and wayfarers, painted
in bright colours at the entrance.
"Too bad. Perhaps your luck will change
another time/' the young nun said as she smiled
and led the way towards the residence quarter of
the head abbess of the Zenkoji in Abyama, Tokyo*
First purification had to be achieved. This
consisted simply of dropping a pinch of incense
on the fire smouldering before the great altar in
the temple's main hall, I noted the tremendous
gold doban which dropped nearly to the floor and
looked like chandeliers. The altar was draped
with fringed hangings made from the kimono of
deceased persons whose families had contributed
them. Before the altar was the massive chair in
which the head abbdks kneels when she preaches*
"The Buddhist nun," explained Koen, the
young nun who was conducting me, cchas all the